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about ten, I ran away, the word 'Shaftesbury' being my single
hope.
"I fell in with a group of tramps from our parts bound for
the south, who made use of me in various ways and when
finally they took different roads we had already drifted into
Dorset. Cajoled by the way I talked, one of these derelicts, with
hopes of something to his advantage coming of it, stuck to me,
though I often tried to give him the slip, till we did eventu-
ally reach the place.
"Here my companion got into trouble for something or
other. I was taken away from him, and an old childless couple
called Quirm legally adopted me as their child. Cornie's pro-
tectors, for they made enquiries about them, had left the town
by that time, and no one knew where they'd gone; and it wasn't
till we'd both grown up, and she'd become Mrs. Smith, that
fate brought us together.
"I got a job where she lived and we soon were lovers. At
that time, my lad, I was crazy about women. Cornie wasn't
the only one; and we had miserable scenes. In the end we had
a terrible quarrel by the side of that very bed you've got in
your room. I lost all control of myself—but I won't go into
that—but the end of it was I left her and went away.
"But I didn't go without my trophies—" and here Dud was
destined to hear the hoarse chuckle, in this case like that of a
deep-chested Centaur, of the male triumphant—"for I left her
with you, my lad, and I stole one of our ancestral beasts!" He
ceased speaking, but fixed upon the opposite bank a long be-
mused stare, full, his son couldn't help thinking, of memories
more voluptuous than sad.
"But what about fiUryen'?" No-man enquired, while once
more the bitter waters of physical distaste began to enter his
mouth and creep into his stomach. He had felt something like
a cold, remote sympathy while the man described his passion
for little "Cornie," but the second he used the word "lovers"
such a shiver of revulsion passed through him that it would
have given him pleasure to have brought down his cudgel on
that hairy scalp. "What about 'Uryen' ?" he repeated, relieving
his feelings by emphasizing his contempt for this affected and
ridiculous name.
"I'll tell you, lad; 111 hide nothing from you, my precious
poppet/' and the man turned his great, handsome, swarthy,

